"MAUSE HENRY"

as a teacher of music seeking to return to my
friends in the North, working in a word about the
old Washington days, not forgetting "Charley"
and "Mamie."   The dear little woman was heartily
responsive.   Both were there, including a pretty
girl from Philadelphia, and she called them down.
"Here is your old friend, Henry Waterman," she
joyfully exclaimed.   Then guests began to arrive.
It was a reception evening.   My hope fell.   Some
one would surely recognize me.   Presently a gen-
tleman entered, and Mrs. Dana said: "Colonel Mee-
han, this is my particular friend, Henry Waterman,
who has been teaching music out in the country,
and wants to go up the river.   You will give him a
pass, I am sure." It was the provost marshal, who
answered, "certainly."   Now was my time for dis-
appearing. But Mrs. Dana would not listen to this.
General Dana would never forgive her if she let
me go.   Besides, there was to be a supper and a
dance.   I sat down again very much disconcerted.
The situation was becoming awkward.   Then Mrs.
Dana spoke.    "You say you have been teaching
music.   What is your instrument?"   Saved!   "The
piano," I answered.   The girls escorted me to the
rear drawing-room.  It was a new Steinway Grand,
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